44                             PAUL GAUGUIN
In the meantime he had the consolation of knowing that they,
at least, were not ever in actual need, and that long before the
puritanical environment of his mother-in-law's house had
begun to have a formative effect on his children's character
he should be in a position to send for them and begin again
their life in common,
Gauguin had a great love for his eldest boy, but this purblind
affection, that had allowed him to bring him to Paris, proved
in no way an advantage to either of them* For his room in the
Impasse Fr^min he was able to hire a small bed for the boy
and a mattress for himself, but when the winter came he had
no spare money for the purchase of blankets or coal for the
heating of the room. "We freeze at night , , /' he wrote to
Mette, "For a month it has been cold again, snowing, I
sleep on a plank, wrapped up in a travelling rug. However,
the bothers of the day make up for the sleeplessness of the
night/'
Clovis had no shoes and no toys. He caught chicken-pox.
Gauguin had left the Impasse Frdniin for a little apartment
in the rue Gail, near the Gare du Nord, He was still only able
to earn money with the greatest difficulty and the boy's
illness was an unexpected tax on him that made his daily life
unbelievably harder. But Gauguin faced this crisis with courage
and great patience, and after a while the boy got better.
To Mette he wrote: "You are wrong to think that I am
discouraged * . . but I hope one day to earn enough to be
free and above all undisturbed. Do not be upset if you are
unable to be of help to me. I ask nothing from you. When
the little one fell ill with chicken-pox I had twenty centimes
in my pocket, and for three days we had been eating dry bread
on credit. Distracted, I had the idea of asking a railway
advertising company for work as a billposter. My bourgeois
appearance made the Director laugh, but I told him in all
earnestness that I had a sick child and that I wanted work. So I
pasted advertisements for five francs a day. During this time
Clovis was in bed, feverish, and in the evenings I went home